For vertue hath this better lesson taught,
Within my selfe to seeke my onelie hire :
Desiring nought but how to kill desire.

Leave me, O Love, which readiest but to dust,

And thou my mind aspire to higher things :

Grow rich in that which never taketh rust:

What ever fades, but fading pleasure brings.

Draw in thy beames, and humble all thy might

To that sweet yoke where lasting freedomes be ;

Which breakes the clowdes and opens forth the light;

That doth both shine and give us sight to see.

O take fast hold, let that light be thy guide,

In this small course which birth drawes out to death,

And thirtke how evill becommeth him to slide

Who seeketh heav'n and comes of heav'nly breath.

Then farewell world, thy uttermost I see,

Eternall Love maintaine thy life in me.

SIDNEY

Who breathes to thee the holiest prayer,
O love ! is ever least thy care.
Alas ! I may not ask thee why 'tis so ...
Because a fiery scroll I see
Hung at the throne of Destiny,
Reason with Love and register with Woe.
Few question thee, for thou art strong,
And, laughing loud at right and wrong,
Seizest, and dashest down, the rich, the poor;
Thy sceptre's iron studs alike
The meaner and the prouder strike,
And wise and simple fear thee and adore.
LANDOR
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